How is a white lady in America to truly understand the struggles of her much loved, black friend?
Obviously, the answer is I cannot. I cannot truly ever walk in her shoes, souls worn down over a subjugated four hundred years.
We all view that before us through our own lens. A lens chiseled by personal experience, trauma, joy, love, oppression. Whatever your life has laid at your feet is absorbed by your lens.  Do we ever have a moment to see through a clear lens?
In the company of my friend, I can touch her perspective and see a trace of others as she might. The uncooperative, taciturn server who couldn’t remember how to make a Cosmo and snatched the credit card from her hand–was someone sleep deprived or reared in dogmatism? I may see rude or grumpy until I change my shoes and walk with her and am ashamed to be reminded of the prejudice living all around us.
Sometimes a more blatant projection of intolerance poisons the evening.  Yes, I can verbally chastise them for their hideousness, and I did. I can stand in protest at the shoulder of my friend, anger bubbling inside us both.  And then, from a pure heart I tell her to stand up and fight it. As though I could comprehend the emotional scale or consequences if this goes tits up. She reminds me of my naivety. I follow her lead.
My friend is fearful to speak up when confronted with despicable behavior. This is our world now, doing a backslide. I am angry, I am not fearful. I walk with the warm blanket of privilege that I neither coveted nor embrace, and I weep that I cannot comfort her with this blanket. And yet I wonder, can you share the blanket that comforts you? 
Can white America to take a loin cloth to our lenses? The societal violence against our fellow compatriots is swelling. Not like a tide, it is a tide with a force all its own. The force behind the ocean’s tide is the white glow of a celestial globe, is it not?
Collectively, we can be a white glow and shift this tide toward righteous land.  Transform the tide in how we raise our children to know empathy and acceptance. To turn on our heels and face the bigotry, standing as one when the racist tells you to move. To stomp on this incredible darkness.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I know my friend cannot always face these offenders, but I can. We all can. That white glow begins in our luminous hearts.






